PARIS,   SUNDAY

de Clichy was as open as on a week-day. We
entered a large, busy shop containing millions of
pairs of shoes. The first thing we saw was a range
of satin shoes. " Oh ! " said my friend. " I like
the look of those, and how cheap they are 1 I
couldn't get those in London for - " Etc. I
said : " But I thought it was goloshes you wanted."
She bought a pair of satin shoes in something less
than half an hour. If there isn't a lunatic asylum for
shop-assistants in Paris there ought to be. She was
about to leave the shop when I said : " Goloshes ? "
She said : " Yes, I suppose I may as well get a
pair." She did get a pair, and she put them on.
The entire business did not take more thanan hour.
Time for tea. We paid a call, on the chance of
a free tea. The hostess was ill in bed. Still, we
got a free tea, and lots of talk. I then severed
myself from mankind and went to my hotel and
to bed. I dined with other friends at that notorious
establishment " The Ox on the Roof", where the
excessive stridency of the orchestra lifts all conver-
sation to a shout. Thence to a cinema, to see
" White Shadows ", presented by the great French
film firm, Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer 1 At 11.20 the
show finished. Outside, wind and rain, but not
a taxi. I walked to my hotel in the wind and the
rain. End of a Paris Sunday.

London, February
Something I have never seen before : the channel
boat covered from stem to stern with snow and ice.